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INY LITTLE was a small detective with 
big ideas. In most cases, a fellow with 
the nickname "Tiny" is a monster of a man, 
■ho played center on his college basketball 
lam or left guard at Notre Dame. Tiny Little 
as an exception. He was really a small man. 
.Ie had barely gotten into the police depart- 
ment, just making the minimum height and 
weight requirements. 

And the title "detective" was one that had 
been given to him only by himself. In reality 
he was a rookie, assigned to the plain-clothes 
squad because he was new on the force and 
his face would not be known to the hoodlums 
and tinhorns. His assignments were bound to 
be routine. 

He was seated in the detectives' room "of 
the thirty-ninth precinct when Lieutenant 
Bellamy called to him. Eagerly the youthful 
policeman walked to the desk of his superior. 
"Do you know anything about music. Little?" 
asked the lieutenant. 

"Some," responded Tiny. "I used to take 
violin lessons and . . ." 

"Good," cut in Lieutenant Bellamy, "I've' 
got a musical assignment for you." 

Tiny's face lit up. He had visions of being 
assigned to duty at the symphony orchestra 
concerts or the opera house. He would get to 
hear all' the great music he could seldom 
afford. 

Bellamy's next words shattered the dream. 
"Here's a list of hock shops. You visit all of 
them. Pretend you want to buy a cheap fiddle. 
But you're really looking for a Strad. Know 
what a Strad is?" 

"Of course." exclaimed Tiny. "It's a Stradi- 
varius — a violin made by Antonio Stradi- 
varius. the most famous violin-maker of them 
all- Such a violin is extremely valuable; price- 
'ess, you might say!" 

"So they tell me!" grunted the lieutenant. 
"Well, here's the story." He went on to say 
that such a violin— a Strad— had been stolen 
from the parked car of Ezio Zannetti, the cele- 
brated concert artist It looked very much like 
the work of a sneak thief who would not 
realize that this "fiddle" was more valuable 
than any other. Very likely he had sold it 
to a pawn shop fence for only a few dollars. 




"You go to each of the pawn shops on your" 
list and make like u customer. Get a good 
look at all the fiddles. Don't flash your badge 
till you find the one we're after. We've got 
a better chance of getting it if the fence 
doesn't know he's got a pot of gold in his 
hands. Ezio Whatzisname has promised not 
\ to tell the press about the robbery." 

Ezio kept his word, but he had an enthusi- 
astic press agent who saw a great chance for 
publicity. He tipped off the reporters. While 
Tiny, the plain-clothesman, was trudging from 
pawn shop to pawn shop, doing the routine 
drudgery of examining dozens of fiddles, the 
presses were rolling and the radio and tele- 
vision broadcasts were blatting. Estimates of 
the value of the stolen violin ranged from 
one hundred thousand dollars in a conserva- 
tive newspaper to "Million-Dollar Fiddle" in 
a tabloid. 

"Fingers" Krawy heard about it on the 
small radio in the cheap furnished room he 
shared with Two-Time Turk. Fingers uttered 
an explosive oath. 

"What's up, Fingers?" asked Two-Time 
Turk, who was oiling his automatic. 

"That fiddle I snatched!" wailed Fingers. 
"It says on the radio that it's worth twenty 
grand— and I sold it to Uncle Pete for twenty 
bucks !" 

* "Let's go visit Uncle Pete!" said Two-Time 
Turk, grimly. 

t Rookie Detective Little 
Uncle Pete's Pawn Emporit 
shop on his list. 

"I want to buy , 
tone, but doesn't cost too 
t Little. 

"I've got all kinds of violins," asserted 
j Uncle Pete, a bald man with gimlet eyes. 
; "What you want to play? jazz or classics?" 
f "Huh?" exclaimed Tiny, ''Oh, I'm rather a 
' serious musician. But the instrument has to 
be good no matter what you play!" 

"I can see you are a man who would be hard 
, to fool," said Uncle Pete. He rummaged under 
. a counter and brought forth a violin and bow. 
"This," he said, "was hocked by a fellow who 
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was at one time concert master of the New 
York Philharmonic. He said he got the fiddle 
— violin, I mean — second-hand from Fritz 
Kreisler, It's a bargain." 

Tiny Little looked at the violin. It was of 
the cheapest make and badly battered. He 
sniffed: "This is a cigar box! You couldn't 
get five dollars for it if it was filled with 

Uncle Pete chuckled, but his gimlet eyes 
were sharp. "That was just a test," he said, 
"to see if you really know a violin when you 
see one. You're right, this is a cigar box. But 
I've got something here — " He paused as he 
reached under the counter for another violin 
and handed it to Tiny. "That's a Strad, lad! 
Play it! If you're any good, it'll make heavenly f 
music !" 

Tiny's hands were shaking with his eager- 
ness as he took the violin, tucked it under 
his chin, and drew the bow across the strings. 

A gruff voice said, "All right, mister, we'll 
take that fiddle !" 

The rookie detective turned toward the 
door, as did Uncle Pete. They faced two guns, 
one held by Two-Time Turk and the other 
by Fingers Kravvy. Uncle Pete, wailing, raised 
his hands. 

"What's the meaning of this, boys?" he 
howled. "You're supposed to be my friends!" 

"Vou double-crossed us, Uncle Pete!" de- 
clared Fingers. "That fiddle is worth twenty 
G's. Maybe more! We're going to shoot you 
down and your customer, too!" 

Tiny Little's knees were shaking.. He held 
the fiddle above his head. Sweat ran down his 
cheeks. His heart pounded. But his brain was 
working. 

"Don't shoot!" he said. It wasn't a plea, it 

The two gunmen were a little startled. 
"Why not?" asked Turk. , 

"Because you'll have a murder rap — for 
nothing!" said Tiny. 

"For nothing?" cried Fingers. "Why ona 
paper says that fiddle is worth a million." 

"But if it's smashed up it won't be worth 
a million, not even a penny!" asserted the 
rookie detective. "And if you shoot me — or 
Uncle Pete, I'll drop it and it'll break into a 
million-pieces! Put away your guns!" 

Haltingly, Fingers put away his gun, but 
Turk was angry. He bellowed, "You can't 
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intimidate me ! I'll shoot you down right 

Tiny Little swirled bis two hands forward 
and flung the violin full in the face of Turk. 
Turk's howls'of pain were mingled with the 
splintering wood. Tiny ran up in the confu- 
sion and cracked his fist to the jaw of Fingers 
Kravvy. As Fingers was falling in a heap. Tiny 
grabbed his own service revolver and whirled 
to train it on Uncle Pete. 

"Why me?" howled Uncle Pete. 

"You said these boys were your friends," 
snapped Tiny Little. "You'll all go to head- 
quarters together!" 

Uncle Pete. Fingers Kravvy and Two-Time 
Turk were duly booked, statements taken, and 
held for further questioning. , 

Tiny Little had returned to the detective 
room, chest-swelled and quite proud of him- 
self. Lieutenant Bellamy called him over and 
said, "Little, I admire your courage and quick- 
thinking, and I'm glad you rounded up these 
' three. That was a man-size job for a small 
guy." 

Tiny beamed and said, "Thank you, sir." 

"BUT 1" bellowed Bellamy, "why did you 
have to smash up that million-dollar fiddle- 
that Strad?" 

Rookie Little was rocked on his heels for 
a moment. When he recovered he said. "I 
' didn't smash the Strad! That violin I cracked 
up was a very ordinary violin! When Uncle 
Pete mentioned Fritz Kreisler and started 
talking about music I was sure that he would 
know something of the value of a Strad; I was 
sure he'd never hand over a Strad to a cus- 
tomer who wanted a cheap violin. And I'm 
sure the genuine Strad is hidden somewhere 
in the back of his shop!" 

TINY LITTLE'S theory was proved cor- 
r«ct. The real Stradivarius was found at 
the rear of Uncle Pete's Pawn Shop. Earn 
Zannetti was bo pleased that he gave Rookie 
Detective Tiny Little a lifetime pass to all 
future concerts. That pleased Tiny. But what 
t pleased him even more was when Lieutenant 
Bellamy gruffly declared, "Boy you've got a 
small body but big brains. Your days as a 
rookie are numbered. You're going to be a full- 
fledged detective as soon as I can get the 
papers filled out,' 

THE END 
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